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Emma and Warren. She was alone, as she
always seemed to be in every crisis.

Then the young Frenchman, brushing his
cheek with one hand, as though a fly had bothered
him, flung out the other, and again a pistol-shot
crashed like a stone flung through glass.

At that it was as though the Palais-Royal
had been a plate in a second tilted forward,
spilling its contents downwards into some abyss.
The screams and shouts were detached. One
shout was deep like a drum, another was shrill
like the knock on a high gong.

Judith, struggling to escape from chairs and
tables, saw Warren endeavouring to push through
an absurd clump of bodies that clung together
like plants in a storm. Behind them the whole
Palais-Royal, still tilted, swarmed with figures as
unreal as puppets worked by strings.

He called * Judith! Judith! ' He beat the
bodies in front of him frantically aside with his
arms. He reached her, fell against her. Horses
were rising. A horse, mounted by a soldier,
came charging through fallen furniture. Glass
fell with a crash. A dog barked, and on that
bark she caught Warren in her arms, for his face
was purple. He could not speak. He dropped
limp against her, so that she stumbled to the
ground.

Kneeling there, her arms around him, she saw
that he was dead, heard a bell ring just above her
head, saw the horse (shaped like an elephant) go
charging into the sun.

A wave of pain caught her, so frightful that